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Loues Labour siofi. 

But that itbeare thistriall, andlaftlcue: 

Then at the expiration of the yeare. 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe defertr. 
And by this Virgin Palme, now killing thine, 

I will lie thine : and till that inftant (hut 
Mywofull felfc vp in a mourning houfc. 

Raining thetearesof lamentation. 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou doc dcnic , let our hands part, 

Neither in titled in the others heart. 

Kin, If this, or more then this I would dcaie. 

To flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofc vp mine eye. 

Hence euer then, my heart ism thy breft. 

Ber< And what to me my LouePandwhattomef 
Rofe. You mull be purged too, your fins are rack’d, 
You arc attaint with faults and periuric: 

T hcreforc if you my fauour meane to get, • 

A twelue m onech lhall you fpend, and newer reft 
I3ut feeke the weariebedsof people ficke. 

Du. But what tome my Louepbuc what to me 1 ? 

A wifc? 3 beard, faire health, and honeftic,' 
With three-fold loue, I wifh you all thefe three. 

Du. O lhall J fay, I thankeyou gentle wife i 

Notfo my Lord.atwclucmonech anda day, 
He marke no words that fmoothfac’d wooers lay. 
Come when the King doth to my Ladie conic • 
Thenif I haue much loue,IU giucyoufomc. 

Vum. lie feroe thee nueaad faithfully till them 
Kath. Yet fweare not leaft ye be foifworw; ageu. 
Lon. Whatfaics^r^ f 

iMari. At the twducmoncths end, 

He change my blackc Gowne,for a faithfull friend. .. 
jT lie ftay with patience but the time islong. 

The hker you, few taller are fo yong. 
n ?*:\ Judies my Lady ' Miflrcffe, lookconme. 

Wh 0l h! hc S ,n r ovv of ™ y hc&tt> minc c y e * ' 

* bumble fuitc attends thy anfwere there. 

iinpofe fomc ferwee on me for my loue 
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Loues Lab ours loft, 

Rof. Oft haue 1 heard of you my Lord Berovne, 
Before I faw you, and the worlds large tongue 
Proclaimesyou for a man repleatc with meckes, 

Fuli of eomparifons, and wounding floutes : 

Which you onall cftateswil! execute. 

That lie within the mercy of your wit. 

To weed this Worme wood from your fruitfull braine. 
And therewithal! to win me, if you plealc, 

Without the which lam not to be won: 

You lhall thistwelmoneth terme from day to day, 

Vilite the fpeechlelTe ficke, and (till conuerfe 
With groaning wretches: and your taskc lhall be. 

With all the fierce endeuour of your wit. 

To enforce the pained impotent to fmile. 

Ber. To rooue wilde laughter in the throate of death*? 
It cannot be, it is impoffible. . 

Mirth cannot moue a foule in agony. 

Rof. Why that’s the way to choafce a gibing fpirir,' 
Whofe influence is begot of tharloofe grace. 

Which lhallow laughing hearers giue to fooles; 

A iefls profperitie liesin the care 

Of him that hcarcs it, neuer in the tongue 

Ofhim that makes it: then, if fickly eares, 

Deaft with the clamors of their owne deare groneSj, 

Will heare your idle fcornes ; continue then, 

And! wilibaueyou, and that fault withalh 
But if they will n ot, throw away that fpirit. 

And I lhall finde you emptie of that fault, . 

Bight ioyfullof your reformation. 

Ber. A tweluemonethc Well .-befall what will befall 
He left a tweluemoneth in an Hofpitall. 

Slji; I fweet my Lord, and fo I take my leaue. 

King. No Madam, we will bring you on your way. 
Ber, Our w ooing doth not end like an old Play ; 

Jacke hath not Gill : thefe Ladies curtefic 
ight well haue made our fporc a Comedie. 

Adiff gb? «a » <%> 

Ssr - That’s too long for a playf . 
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